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Silent Tears 


Author's Notes: 

| had a dream about Jon and Richie talking things out and decided to write a fic about it. This is a sadder fic 
than my previous ones are and | do hope that the way this fic ends will not end up being the way it ends in 
real life for the two of them. Anyway, | hope ya guys like this fic! 


| wait, my heartbeat silencing the calming aroma around me. Richie was gonna arrive any minute now. 
Richie... 


The name hangs heavy on my tongue. | can't say his name out loud, for fear that my composure will break 
into a million little pieces. | have to stay strong, | have to be open minded, any other option forbids me. | hear 
a car door slam shut, my body shoots like a rocket out of the chair | was perched on My clammy hands are 
shaking with every ounce of energy used to wipe the nervous sweat pouring down my face. I'm in a fucking 
mess before it's even begun. The doorbell rings, You Give Love A Bad Name explodes from the speakers 


outside. Normally I'd wait for the song to end before answering the door, its tradition But tradition hardly 


matters right now, so to hell with it. 
Opening the door wide, l'm greeted by Richie Sambora, former friend, partner, brother, lover... my everything. 


"Hi Jon." 


His voice echoes loudly in my ears. I'd live to see the day when his voice, let alone his presence, stops making 


me feel like a gitty school girl. 
"Hey Richie." 


The awkwardness drifts heavily around us, neither one of us knowing what to say or do next. Apart of me 
wants to reach out and pull him against me, having his strong, sturdy, muscular arms wrap around my back, 
never letting me go. But my stubbornness side wants to scream and throw a tantrum, letting the rebellious 
child in me come out with full force. What happened to cool, calm and collected? | keep having to remind myself 


that this conversation about to unfold was meant to resolve our differences, not escalade to further chaos. 


| think the last part was meant as a joke.......'m too fuckin’ stressed to be bothered with figuring it out. Yes, 


its true that Richie can read me like an open book, that he can finish a sentence for me immediately if given 


"Wow, we haven't seen each other in four months, you've only spoken a few words and you're already actin’ 
like a smart ass." | reply, counting the list with my fingers, checking them off as | go. "Just another thing to 
add to the ‘why Sambora is an asshole’ list" 


"Yeah, it's good to see ya too Jonny." 


He laughs, like it's no big deal, like none of the past four months of shit mattered It pisses me off, but | hold 
back my temper. 


"So ya wanted to talk, I'm all ears." 

| wanna be back in the band Jon, I've had my break and I'm done restin’. l'm ready to work again 

Oh, so NOW he's ready to work again! Typical Sambora, thinks he can do whatever the hell he wants and come 
back when he's good and ready to and expect everything to be fine! Well, things are far from fine as far as | 

can see. 

"Ya come prancin ova here like a damn spoiled Hollywood star and expect me just to forget everything that's 


happened for the past four months and forgive ya right at this very minute?! Your head's in the clouds if ya 
think that's what l'm gonna do." 


| see his humored expression flip, just like a switch, to a now cold and heartless composure. I've never seen 


Richie this angry, usually it was my doing. 


"Well Jon Bon fuckin’ Jovi, maybe ya should get your head outta your own ass for once and consider my 
feelings! | was flyin’ high, doin’ my own thing. My tour was goin’ great! And then ya call outta nowhere sayin’ 
that our world tour was gonna start in a few days! | was fuckin’ exhausted as hell and to top it all off | had to 
tell my fans that there would be no more shows! Did ya ever show me sympathy?! Showed me that ya cared 
at all for what | was tryin’ to do?! Hell no! Ya just told me to get back to work! ‘Do what ya do best Sambora, 
ya better be prepared for these shows! were your exact fuckin’ words! If | meant that much to ya, then ya 
wouldve waited until my tour was done! Ya would've given me more notice than three fuckin’ days Jor! 
Everyday on this tour was torture, everyday felt like a miserable job. It's hard enough tryin’ to please you 
every night, tryin’ to please the fans that have payed good money to see us, tryin' to play every fuckin’ note 
to perfection, prayin' that the right one is hit every time! | don’t feel appreciated anymore, ya hardly gave me 


months, three fuckin’ months Jon! What kind of father does that to their fifteen year old daughter?! She needs 
me around Jon, hell | need to be there for her! And if ya can't understand that, then | think we should end 
this." 


Time froze, at least it seems that way to me. | can't breath, can't blink, cant move. Every word spoken from 
his lips tore at my heart, making the hole inside me rip open more and more. | can see my life shatter in a 
million pieces in front of my eyes, | know I'm caving in. | can't find the words in response, can't come up with 
once single word that would make things right, make things better. | know what he said is true, admitting that 
is nearly impossible. | hate defeat, | hate knowing that I'm wrong. I'm Jon Bon Jovi, I'm suppose to be right, it's 
my job. What | say goes. But Richie knows me better than anyone, | can't hide anything from him. He knows 
that he's right..and that I'm wrong. | bet he's even gloating a little inside at this very moment. With my mind 
reeling, | finally have the energy to move and | stagger over to one of the pillars, leaning against it with all my 


weight. 
| don't want ya to go Rich," | murmur, not trusting my voice to go any louder. 


"| don't wanna leave either, but ya gotta understand where I'm comin’ from Jon! And | don't think ya do, ya 


think that | don't give a fuck about the band or you! And that's where you're wrong!" 


"Ya don't understand where I'm comin’ from either Rich! Ya left with no warning, | got a phone call at 3:30 in 
the afternoon from our manager, not from you! Ya couldn't have called me yourself?! Were you that pressed 
for time, cause | don't think you were! Do ya even realize how hard it was for me to perform that night? How 
hard it was to tell the fans that ya weren't gonna be with us? To see their faces go from excitement to 
sadness with the blink of an eye? Most of them cried, which made it ten times worse. | could feel their 
sadness, their confusion. | felt the same way. | had no clue why ya left, ya left me completely in the dark! Ya 


never called me, never explained to me what your reasons were. Ya should've though, if not for my 


| can see Richie's cold composure dissolve as | speak, and | know he's breaking down completely. 

"Fuck Jon, | can't take it anymore! All the fighting, all the problems, all the mistakes! We can't keep doir 

Tears spill from his eyes, hands shake at his sides. My heart breaks in half at the sight of him and | can feel 
tears escaping me as well, wetting my face instantly. 


"| know Rich, l'm sorry! I'm so sorry!" | sob, not caring that I'm revealing my vulnerability. 


nothing but a quick fuck here and there just to relieve stress! We can't keep doing this to each other, it's 
tearing us apart more and more every time. It ain't fair for you and it sure as hell ain't fair for me. We 


deserve better than that." 


I'm so fuckin’ sorry.....for everything! | treated ya like shit, | took ya for granted! | wasn't thinking straight, 
everything was just so damn stressful and | was being stupid! | promise I'll make it up to yal I'll do anything! 


Please, just don't leave me again!" 
| can see him wince as | spoke, but his mind is already set, | know he won't change his mind. 


"l'm sorry Jon, but this is the end. | gotta go do my own thing now, gotta live my life the way | wanna live it. | 
hope that one day ya can understand, | hope you'll be able to forgive me." 


| feel his arms wrap around me, pulling me close to him, hugging me tightly. | clutch onto him fiercely, so hard 


that my knuckles turn white. | sob for my lose, my heart ache, my sorrow. Richie, the one person who | have 


because of me, because of my pride, my selfishness. Leaning away from the embrace, Richie looked at me, his 


soft brown eyes piercing mine. 
"Goodbye Jonny," he murmurs, leaning down to place one last gentle, warm kiss on my lips. | throw myself into 
the kiss, wrapping my hands around his neck, digging my fingers in his soft wavy brown hair. | imprint every 


Touch, every emotion, not wanting to forget how | felt in these moments with Richie. 


The kiss ends too quickly and | feel him pull away from me. 


"Goodbye Richie," | whisper as he turns away and starts walking back to his car. | watch as he gets in and 
backs out of the driveway. | watch with silent tears streaking down my face as he drives farther and father 


away from my sight, leaving me behind forever. 


The End 


